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Weep  not  for  those  who  paid  the  price 
"  For  England,  Home  and  Beauty." 

They,  with  unselfish  sacrifice, 
Died  at  the  post  of  duty. 

W.  V.  B. 

22nd  October,  1917. 


In    compiling  this    book  I  have  made 

no     attempt    at     classical    work,    but 

simple  verse  written  on  board  one  of 

H.M.    Battleships    whilst    at   war. 

W.  V.  Bernard. 
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THE  GALLANT  LADS  IN  BLUE 

YE  gallant  tars  of  Britain, 
That  plough  the  raging  main, 
To  fight  our  common  enemy, 
And  bring  us  peace  again. 

You  are  thinking  of  the  dear  ones, 

That  you  have  left  at  home, 
While  you  are  guarding  old  England, 

Far,  far  across  the  foam. 

Shame  on  those  arm-chair  critics, 
Who  tried  your  name  to  slight ; 

But  you  showed  what  you  were  made  of 
In  the  Heligoland  Bight. 

And,  even  at  Coronel, 

Where  the  gallant  Craddock  fell, 
Although  you  were  outnumbered, 

You  did  your  duty  well. 

But  nought  could  ever  daunt  you, 
And  things  were  soon  set  right, 

For  Sturdee  caught  them  napping 
In  the  Falkland  Island  fight. 

The  German  ships  came  out  again, 

On  some  foul  errand  bent, 
You  met  them  off  the  Dogger  bank, 

And  back  again  they  went. 


When  at  the  Jutland  action, 

You  fought  with  might  and  main, 

And  drove  him  in  disorder 
Back  to  his  lair  again. 

We  people  in  the  homeland 
Take  off  our  hats  to  you — 

Be  sure  our  hearts  are  with  you, 
Our  gallant  lads  in  blue. 
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REFLECTIONS  OF  LIFE 

ONCE  as  a  little  boy  I  played 
About  my  father's  easy  chair, 
Or  wandered  off  with  pail  and  spade 

And  dug  the  worms  in  garden  fair  ; 
And  mother  called  me  "  Darling  Boy," 

And  father  danced  me  on  his  knee, 
Or  in  my  little  cot  I'd  lie 

While  mother  breathed  a  prayer  for  me. 

How  often  on  the  way  from  school 

We  gathered  flowers  in  the  wood, 
Or  lingered  at  the  little  pool 

And  got  our  boots  all  over  mud  ; 
And  mother,  with  her  loving  care, 

Would  bath  us  ere  we  went  to  bed, 
And  comb  my  sister's  curley  hair, 

Or  kiss  her  little  shapely  head. 

And  happy  were  my  childhood  days, 

As  far  as  I  can  recollect  ; 
How  oft  in  life  the  fancy  strays— 

Ah,  oft,  how  oft,  does  one  reflect 
Upon  those  happy  days  gone  by, 

So  bright,  so  loving,  without  care, 
And  even  time  cannot  deny 

The  life  its  dreams  of  childhood  fair. 
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Ah,  life  is  full  of  pain  and  grief 

When  youth  and  boy  have  changed  to  man, 
And  childhood  like  a  faded  leaf, 

Gives  way  to  manhood's  newer  plan  ; 
But  still  the  old  regret  is  there, 

And  thoughts  turn  back  the  page  in  time, 
Some  little  kindness  lying  bare, 

A  kindness  fraught  with  love  divine. 

Man  does  not  hesitate  to  sin, 

Some  trifling  vain  desire  to  gain  ; 
But  lo,  a  little  voice  within 

Brings  to  the  heart  remorse  and  pain  ; 
And,  harping  on  man's  weakened  frame, 

The  cunning  serpent  ever  lurks, 
But  God  shall  lift  you  up  again, 

And  foil  again  the  devil's  works. 

And  lovely  woman,  good  and  pure, 

A  lesson,  taught  by  mother's  love, 
Shall  ever  faltering  footsteps  lure 

To  Him,  our  hope,  in  Heaven  above  ; 
And,  if  bereft  of  parents  dear, 

The  heart  is  troubled  sore  within, 
Just  turn  to  Heaven  without  fear, 

And  God  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 
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TO  A  FALLEN  FRIEND 

I  DO  not  weep  for  you,  dear  friend, 
Since  forth  to  loftier  heights  you  soared, 
To  meet  your  Master  and  your  Lord, 
Yours  surely  was  a  glorious  end. 

How  oft  I  recollect  the  time 

We  roamed  through  leafy  country  lane, 

Or  fields  of  lovely  golden  grain, 
Resplendent  in  the  bright  sunshine. 

But  since  you  soared  to  realms  above, 

I  envy  you  the  hallowed  bliss  ; 

And,  though  your  smiling  face  I  miss, 
The  pain  is  lightened  by  God's  love. 
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MEMORIES    OF   WARGRAVE   AND    THE 

CHURCH 

THOUGH  I  have  roamed  in  many  lands, 
And  years  have  passed  away, 
I  see  the  little  church  that  stands 
As  in  my  childhood's  day. 

I  see  the  lovely  walnut  trees, 
And  seem  to  feel  their  shade  ; 

I  hear  the  buzzing  of  the  bees, 
About  the  leafy  glade. 

I  hear  the  bells,  those  merry  bells, 

Ring  out  their  joyful  tune  ; 
I  see  the  leas  and  mossy  dells, 

Where  lovers  go  and  spoon. 

The  road,  so  white  and  dusty,  gleams 

That  leads  one  to  the  gate  ; 
I  see  it  clearly  in  my  dreams, 

And,  waking,  contemplate. 

I  see  the  sun,  a  golden  ball, 

Shine  through  the  window  there, 

As  like  a  holy  light  on  all, 
In  answer  to  a  prayer. 

And  fitful  fancy  oft  reveals 

The  follies  of  my  youth, 
And  in  my  heart  a  longing  steals 

To  walk  the  way  of  truth. 
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To  leave  the  path  of  sin,  denies 
The  life,  its  pleasures  grand  ; 

But  lovely  is  the  Home  that  lies 
In  far-off  Heaven's  Land. 

Oh,  happy  day  that  led  my  feet 

Up  to  the  old  church  door, 
To  hear  the  word  of  God  so  sweet, 

To  me  a  sacred  lore. 

The  ground  is  strewn  with  Autumn  leaf, 
The  trees  are  stripped  and  bare, 

And  garnered  in  the  golden  sheaf, 
And  crisp  the  morning  air. 

And  fancy  takes  me  back  again 

To  these  familiar  things  : 
The  dear  old  school,  the  country  lane, 

Where  loving  Nature  sings. 

No  other  place  can  fill  my  soul 
With  gladness  and  with  love, 

Save  Heaven  and  the  final  goal, 
With  God  to  rest  above. 
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TO  MY  DEAR  MOTHER 

FAR,  far  away  across  the  wave, 
Within  a  humble  cemetery, 
There  is  a  spot  so  dear  to  me, 
It  is  my  darling  mother's  grave. 

And  we,  her  children,  numbered  seven  ; 
She  brought  us  up  with  loving  care, 
And  life's  long  struggle  grey'd  her  hair, 

But  now  she  is  with  God  in  Heaven. 

No  monument  for  her  was  hewn 

To  mark  the  place  where  she  should  lie 
We  left  her  there  with  tear- dimmed  eye, 

Her  grave  with  lovely  flowers  strewn. 

And  there  she  lies  till  Judgement  Day  : 
These  simple  words  to  mark  our  loss, 
Inscribed  on  a  wooden  cross  : 

"  In  loving  mem'ry  of  '  E.  J.'  " 
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SHIPS  THAT  PASS  IN  THE  NIGHT 

THE  ship  splashes  through  the  salt  sea  spray, 
Brave  men  keep  watch  till  the  break  of  day, 
While  others  lie  peacefully  wrapped  in  sleep, 
As  she  flounders  along  on  the  stormy  deep. 

See  at  her  boom  swings  the  deep  sea  lead, 
A  touch  of  the  hand  its  errand  sped, 
To  measure  the  depth  in  fathoms  deep 
Where  thousands  of  Britain's  heroes  sleep. 

And  hard  is  the  lot  of  the  Seamen  bold 
Who  keep  their  watch  in  the  bitter  cold, 
And  the  sweating  stokers  down  below, 
Their  faces  lit  by  the  furnace  glow. 

Right  proud  we  are  of  those  lads  in  blue 
Who  guard  the  country  for  me  and  you, 
And  keep  their  watch  in  the  mine-strewn  sea — 
Great  Britain's  safe  guard  for  aye  to  be. 
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WHEN  THE  DEATH  BELL  TOLLS 

SOME  fond  old  mother, 
Of  her  son  bereft, 
"Who  can  fill  the  loved  one's  place  ? 

She  has  no  one  left, 
But  God  in  Heaven 
He  alone  consoles 
The  weary  heart  with  anguish  torn, 
When  the  death  bell  tolls. 

Though  life  be  dreary, 

He  is  with  us  yet, 
His,  the  Love  which  faileth  never, 

Yet  we  may  forget. 
He  careth  always  for  our  weary  souls 

Let  us  be  ready  for  Him 
When  the  death  bell  tolls. 
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OH,  SORROWING  HEART 

OH,  sorrowing  heart,  bowed  down  with  grief 
and  sin, 
Seeking  a  balm  to  cool  the  strife  within  ; 
Weary  is  life  when  grieving  for  one  dead, 
Darkened  for  aye  it  seems,  the  path  we  tread. 

One,  only  one,  can  dull  this  inward  pain, 
Or  guide  our  footsteps  down  life's  winding  lane  ; 
Open  your  eyes,  oh,  weary  heart  of  mine, 
Look  up  to  Heav'n,  partake  of  Love  divine. 
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LOVE  WHICH  PASSETH  MAN'S  UNDER- 
STANDING 

A  HAUNTING  mem'ry  clings  to  me, 
A  mem'ry  fraught  with  love  and  thee, 
Thou'rt  with  me  thro'  Eternity. 
I  ask  myself  :  "Is  my  love  dead, 
Or  is  it  vain  and  fancy  fed, 
And  shall  I  turn  from  it  in  dread  ?  " 
To  this  my  heart  shall  make  reply  : 
"  So  long,  dear  heart,  as  thou  art  nigh 
I  shall  not  fear  to  live  or  die." 
The  heart,  like  ship  tossed  in  a  gale, 
Beats  in  this  human  body  frail, 
To  soothe  it  nothing  can  avail 
Save  Love,  ah,  love  to  me  is  life — 
Come,  darling,  wilt  thou  be  my  wife, 
And  ease  for  aye  this  weary  strife  ? 
And  God,  who  watches  over  all, 
Will  keep  us,  never  more  to  fall 
Into  the  Devil's  gaming  hall. 
To-night,  ere  I  lie  down  to  sleep, 
I'll  breathe  a  prayer  to  Him  to  keep 
Me  safe  from  dangers  on  the  deep. 
We  see  His  wondrous  works  below, 
As  like  a  crystal  river  flow, 
To  shield  us  all  from  sin  and  woe. 
Come,  Lord,  and  our  frail  bodies  take, 
Come  Thou  who  Man  and  Beast  did  make, 
Come  take  us  both  for  Love's  dear  sake. 
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For  do  we  not  belong  to  Thee, 

As  joined  in  holy  unity  ? 

The  twain  of  us  shall  bend  the  knee. 

A  holy  hush  there  comes  it  seems, 

The  ring  upon  the  finger  gleams, 

And  through  the  window  bright  sunbeams 

Light  up  the  scene  with  golden  hue. 

The  lovelight  shines  from  eyes  of  blue, 

The  bride,  my  darling,  it  is  you  ; 

Ah,  bride  and  mother,  too,  thou  art, 

And  father  to  :his  lonely  heart, 

Since  God  has  joined  us,  ne'er  to  part. 

So  every  day  and  every  hour 

We  look  up  to  the  Holy  Power 

That  gave  us  love  for  marriage  dower, 

My  guiding  star  for  aye  to  be, 

An  angel  ever  near  to  me, 

A  haven  from  a  stormy  sea. 

Your  happiness,  my  one  desire, 

My  love  is  warmed  by  holy  fire  ; 

My  soul  soars  ever  higher  and  higher. 

I  see  your  sweet  and  smiling  face, 

I  seem  to  feel  that  fond  embrace, 

I  see  the  old  familiar  place, 

Where  oft  we  roamed  'neath  sunny  skies, 

I  even  feel  the  wind  that  sighs, 

And  liken  to  the  stars  your  eyes. 

And  when  I  dream  in  twilight  dim 

Your  voice  to  me  seems  like  a  hymn, 

And  soothes  the  troubled  heart  within. 
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I  see  your  lovely  blushing  cheek, 
I  feel  your  lips,  as  thou  you  seek 
A  kiss,  they  move  as  though  to  speak 
And  tell  me  how  you  miss  me,  dear, 
Or  how  you  wish  that  I  were  near  ; 
And,  as  your  loneliness  to  cheer, 
I  breathe  a  prayer  to  heaven  above 
To  watch  o'er  you,  dear,  whom  I  love, 
The  prayer  is  heard  by  God  above. 
So  shall  our  thanks  to  Him  ascend 
As  through  this  life  our  way  we  wend, 
Our  guiding  light  unto  the  end. 
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THE  SAILOR 

SEE  him  walking  down  the  street — 
In  uniform  so  trim  and  neat — 
Truly  a  hardy  British  son, 
He  is  the  man  behind  the  gun. 

Fine  specimen  of  manhood  he, 

A  gentleman  so  gay  and  free  ; 

With  free  and  easy  breezy  way, 

He  wins  our  hearts  the  more  each  day. 

What  thrilling  stories  he  could  tell, 
Of  doughty  deeds  'mid  shot  and  shell ; 
And  many  comrades,  true  and  brave, 
Now  sleeping  'neath  the  ocean  wave. 

When  he  is  sailing  o'er  the  foam, 
He  thinks  of  loved  ones  left  at  home  ; 
But  longs  to  meet  the  wily  foe, 
And  cause  the  tyrant's  overthrow. 

Those  heroes,  whose  immortal  fame, 
Is  linked  for  aye  with  Britain's  name, 
Their  names  go  down  in  history, 
Who  fight  our  ships  upon  the  sea. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  "  M,"  LOST  AT 

JUTLAND 

I  WOULD  that  I  might  cross  the  bridge 
By  which  our  worlds  are  spanned, 
That  I  might  see  you  face  to  face 
And  once  more  clasp  your  hand. 

No  more  your  ship  shall  breast  the  wave, 

No  more  the  billows  ride  ; 
She  fought  her  last  fight  on  the  day 

God  took  you  from  my  side. 

I  recollect  the  parting  shake 
As  on  the  deck  I  waved  farewell, 

And  watched  your  ship  steam  out  of  sight, 
Nor  thought  that  parting  was  our  last, 

As  through  the  long  and  silent  night 
The  moon  shone  on  her  foaming  wake. 

No  cross  is  raised  to  mark  the  place 
Where  peacefully  you  rest,  as  though 

'Twere  but  a  night  of  sleep,  and  you 
Should  waken  in  the  morn  to  see 

The  sun  rise  in  the  heavens  blue, 
And  lighting  up  your  smiling  face. 

I  even  envy  you,  dear  friend, 

The  grave  wherein  you  rest, 
Where  the  sun  sheds  her  bright  rays  on 

The  billows'  silver  crest. 
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There,  far  away  beneath  the  wave, 
The  ocean  bed  your  couch,  unseen 

By  mortal  eye,  nor  undisturbed 
The  mighty  sea  is  lashed  to  foam, 

And  screams  o'erhead  the  white  sea  bird, 
Where  sleeps  the  Hero  in  his  grave. 

I  do  not  weep  for  you,  dear  pal, 

Who  won  the  greater  love  ; 
The  Lord  High  Admiral  beckoned  you 

To  Him  in  Heaven  above. 
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THE  CHANNEL  RAID 

FIVE  enemy  destroyers 
Came  speeding  out  one  night 
To  make  a  raid  on  Dover, 
But  soon  were  put  to  flight. 

All  praise  to  our  patrol  boats, 

Aiid  to  the  boys  in  blue  ; 
They  gained  a  glorious  victory, 

Though  the  odds  were  five  to  two. 

The  engagement  was  a  short  one, 

Our  splendid  guns  soon  spoke, 
And  the  Huns  turned  back  defeated 

By  the  destroyers  "  Swift  "  and  "  Broke." 

Commander  Evans  turned  the  "  Broke  " 

To  ram  an  enemy  ship — 
They  came  together  with  a  crash, 

Locked  in  a  deadly  grip. 

Midshipman  Gyles  went  forward 

To  help  to  serve  the  guns ; 
With  his  revolver  and  his  fists 

He  met  the  swarming  Huns. 

'Twas  "  Repel  boarders  !  "  once  again, 

With  cutlasses  in  hand, 
Those  hardy  sons  of  Britain 

They  made  a  glorious  stand. 
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The  heroic  helmsman  at  his  post, 
Though  he  was  wounded  sore  ; 

He  kept  the  vessel  on  her  course, 
Until  the  fight  was  o'er. 

The  Kaiser's  vessels  turned  and  fled 

Back  home  to  Germany  ; 
With  Hunnish  hate  they  came  with  five, 

But  returned  with  only  three. 

Those  lying  German  papers, 

However  they  may  boast, 
Will  not  forget  the  April  raid 

Upon  the  English  coast. 

But  many  a  British  sailor 

Lies  in  a  hero's  grave — 
All  honour  to  the  memory 

Of  hearts  so  true  and  brave. 

And  when  you  read  this  story, 
Allow  your  thoughts  to  stray — 

To  the  gallant  lads  in  Navy  blue 
Who  guard  you  night  and  day. 
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THE  DYING  CHILD 

I  OTHER,  do  the  angels  hover 
..VI      Round  my  bed  when  I'm  asleep  ; 
Do  they  sing  sweet  songs  of  Heaven, 
Where  the  little  star  doth  peep  ? 
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Can  God  hear  us,  think  you,  mother, 

As  we  say  a  little  prayer — 
Asking  Him  for  strength  and  comfort, 

And  a  place  with  Him  up  there  ? 

If  I  die,  will  you  come  with  me, 

Up  there  where  the  moon  shines  bright? 
Where  I  seem  to  hear  sweet  voices 

Wafted  on  the  silent  night. 

Mother,  do  not  weep  for  Winnie, 

When  I  go  to  Him  above  ; 
If  I  see  my  daddy  up  there, 

I  will  give  him  mother's  love. 

And  when  you  die,  mamma  darling, 
We  shall  meet  you,  dad  and  I  ; 

And  we'll  always  be  so  happy, 
Far  away  up  in  the  sky. 

Then  she  closed  her  eyes  in  slumber, 

Angels  carried  her  away  ; 
Mother  knows  she's  gone  to  Heaven — 

They  will  meet  up  there  some  day. 
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THE    SAILOR'S    RETURN   TO    BLIGHTY 

SPEEDING  along  o'er  the  silvery  sea, 
Back  to  old  England,  the  land  of  the  free, 
And  the  heart  beats  time  to  the  churn  of  the 

screw — 
Bringing  me  back  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

The  waves  beat  over  the  forecastle  head, 
And  the  sunset  sky  a  brilliant  red 
Lighting  the  sea  a  golden  hue — 
Still  we  creep  nearer  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

Now,  in  the  darkness  we  skip  o'er  the  foam  ; 
Thinking  of  loved  ones  sleeping  at  home, 
Watching  and  waiting  with  heart  fond  and  true — 
Sweetheart,  I'm  coming  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

I  picture  the  lovelight  in  two  shining  eyes, 
They  remind  me  of  the  lovely  skies, 
I  really  forget  if  they're  brown  or  they're  blue — 
But  I'm  on  my  way,  dear,  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

It's  many  months  since  I  saw  your  sweet  face, 
Still  in  my  heart  you  hold  first  place. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  whatever  I  do — 
I'm  thinking  of  Blighty,  yes,  Blighty,  and  you. 
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Daylight  at  last  !  the  sea  is  now  calm, 

The  thought  of  leave  to  us  seems  a  balm, 

And  the  sun  shines  out  from  the  Heaven,  so 

blue — 
Another  day  nearer  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

Still  we  speed  on,  through  another  day  ; 
The  good  ship  dashing  through  sunlit  spray. 
Leaving  a  track  in  the  ocean  blue — 
Soon  I  shall  be,  dear,  in  Blighty,  with  you. 

All  is  excitement  on  board,  you  may  guess  ; 
The  packing  of  bundles  goes  on  in  the  Mess. 
Everyone's  talking  of  what  they  will  do — 
But  I  shall  be  happy,  in  Blighty,  with  you. 

At  last  we're  in  harbour,  alongside  the  quay  ; 
I  rush  for  the  gangway  with  heart  gay  and  free. 
On  the  way  to  the  station  we'll  have  one  or 

two — 
Then  off  on  the  journey  to  Blighty,  and  you. 

At  last  from  the  train  we  gladly  alight, 

I  look  for  you  all  with  your  welcome  so  bright, 

There's  Maudie  and  Katie,  there's  Maisie  and 

Sue— 
There's  Father  and  Mother,  and  Blighty,  and 

you. 
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THE  DREAM 

I  DREAMT  of  the  beautiful  homestead 
In  England,  the  land  of  the  free  ; 
The  lark  singing  sweetly  above  me, 
And  the  wildflowers  out  in  the  lea. 

I  heard  my  dear  mother's  voice  calling, 
And  saw  the  old  house  standing  there, 

With  the  ivy  so  lovingly  clinging, 
All  nature  seemed  lovely  and  fair. 

My  sweetheart  stood  there  in  the  doorway, 

A  beautiful  smile  lit  her  face  ; 
She  came  down  the  garden  to  meet  me, 

A  picture  of  maidenly  grace. 

We  wandered  for  hours  together, 

The  whole  world  seemed  made  for  us  two 
We  strayed  to  the  pine   wooded  coppice 

Where  the  primrose  and  violet  grew. 

We  roamed  through  the  daisies  and  clover, 
Our  hearts  filled  with  rapture  divine  ; 

Through  bracken  and  fern  and  heather, 
Her  dear  little  hand  fast  in  mine. 

I  suddenly  came  back  from  dreamland 

To  the  world  of  war  and  strife  ; 
But  that  dream  of  the  dear  old  homeland 

Will  cling  to  me  all  through  life, 
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SWEETHEART  MINE 

SWEETHEART,  within  this  heart  of  mine, 
My  love  for  you  will  always  shine  ; 
And,  growing  deeper  every  day, 
Shall  bind  us  two  for  ever  and  aye. 

The  birds  and  flowers  all  speak  of  thee, 
Filling  my  heart  with  ecstasy  ; 
Beloved  !  although  so  far  away, 
Yet  you  are  with  me  night  and  day. 

When  into  this  lonely  life  you  stole, 
And  gave  to  me  your  own  sweet  soul ; 
A  great  contentment  seemed  to  come, 
God  in  His  mercy  made  us  one. 

Now,  every  day  all  sunshine  seems, 
You're  always  with  me  in  my  dreams  ; 
Our  thanks  go  up  to  Him  above, 
Who  gave  to  us  this  sacred  love. 

Through  the  long  hours — whate'er  betide, 
I  seem  to  feel  you  by  my  side  ; 
Your  smiling  face  I  seem  to  see, 
Because  you're  all  the  world  to  me. 

I  see  the  woods  where  we've  often  strayed, 
While  all  around  the  squirrels  played  ; 
And  the  happy  hours  so  swiftly  flew, 
The  days  seemed  minutes  to  me  and  you. 
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Within  the  park,  with  its  leafy  bowers, 

We  spent  so  many  happy  hours  ; 

And  the  firefly  danced  in  the  gathering  gloom, 

While  through  the  trees  shone  the  silvery  moon. 

We  wandered  oft  by  the  babbling  brook, 
Where  the  wallflowers  grew  in  a  shady  nook  ; 
Lingering  there  by  the  water-mill, 
Ere  we  wended  our  way  just  over  the  hill. 

There,  'neath  the  sunny  skies — so  blue, 
Our  love  each  day  more  fondly  grew  ; 
And  the  lark  gave  throat  to  its  sweetest  song, 
In  tune  with  our  hearts  as  we  strolled  along. 

Our  hearts  were  joined  by  God's  kind  hands, 
He  knows  our  love — and  understands  ; 
So  let  us  praise  Him  every  day, 
And  love  will  ever  with  us  stay. 
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MY  ENGLISH  HOME 

HOME  of  my  childhood  days, 
Windows  bedecked  with  green  ; 
Kissed  by  the  sun's  bright  rays, 
Cosy  and  neat  and  clean. 

Oft-times  I  think  of  you 

Away  on  that  distant  hill, 
Beckoning  me  anew 

Oh,  how  I  miss  you  still  ! 

Inside,  two  eyes  that  shine 
Bright  as  the  morning  star  ; 

Dear  little  girl  of  mine 
Speaks  to  me  from  afar. 

Sweet  little  children  there 
Toddle  and  romp  and  play, 

Watched  o'er  with  loving  care 
All  thro'  the  livelong  day. 

Night-time,  to  bed  they  go, 

Pray  for  the  absent  one — 
God  keeps  him  safe  they  know — 

Whispers,  "  Thy  will  be  done." 

Moonbeams  about  you  play, 

Stars  twinkle  overhead  ; 
Till  breaks  the  morning  grey, 

Lighting  the  old  homestead. 
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Birds  sing  their  sweetest  note 
Nesting  within  the  vine  ; 

All  through  the  day  give  throat, 
Singing  of  love  divine. 

What  though  the  day  be  drear 
Oft-times  when  I  am  sad, 

Visions  of  you,  so  clear, 

Make  this  lone  heart  feel  glad. 

Humble  though  you  may  be, 
Sheltering  those  I  love  ; 

God's  gracious  gift  to  me, 
Guarded  by  Him  above. 
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THE  GRAND  FLEET 

'HP  IS  a  lovely  summer  morning 
1      As  I  gaze  across  the  sea — 
At  the  giant  warships  that  comprise 
Great  Britain's  majesty. 

And  all  is  life  and  bustle, 

On  the  decks  so  clean  and  white  ; 
While  the  gallant  lads  in  Navy  blue, 

All  eager  for  the  fight. 

Britain's  sure  shield,  as  ever — 
Your  endless  watch  you  keep 

Fighting  for  Right  and  Freedom,  with 
A  love  so  true  and  deep. 

The  flag  that  floats  above  you 

Your  noble  hearts  inspire  ; 
To  foil  the  dastard  tyranny 

That  lit  the  battle  fire. 

Your  glorious  Commander, 

Beloved  by  one  and  all ; 
God-fearing,  upright,  honest, 

With  him  you  stand  or  fall. 

In  winter,  or  in  summer, 

You  toil  without  demur  ; 
With  ever  cheerful  countenance, 

The  hardships  you  endure. 
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When  for  the  final  battle 

You  sail  majestically, 
We  know  that  you  will  gain  for  us 

A  glorious  victory. 

Undaunted  and  courageous, 
As  your  fathers  were  of  yore, 

Steadfast  and  true  whate'er  betide, 
And  British  to  the  core. 

The  lore  so  handed  down  to  you 
Has  not  been  all  in  vain. 

As  mistress  of  the  ocean  blue 
Great  Britain  shall  remain. 

The  battleship,  the  cruiser, 
Destroyer  and  submarine, 

Minesweeper  and  auxiliary, 
Have  won  our  high  esteem. 

The  battle-cruiser  squadron — 
Those  greyhounds  of  the  sea  ; 

Whose  thrilling  deeds  alone 
Shall  fill  a  page  in  history. 

Night,  with  its  sombre  shadows 
Comes  on  you  all  too  soon, 

And  tired  eyes  strain  anxiously 
To  pierce  the  encircling  gloom. 
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Those  grim  steel  walls  so  silent 

All  bristling  with  guns, 
Shall  waken  into  life  again 

When  the  final  battle  comes. 

Oh,  great  and  noble  fleet  ! 

A  nation's  thanks  to  thee  ; 
Who  guards  Great  Britain's  shores 

From  the  cunning  enemy. 
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THE  HERO  OF  JUTLAND 

HE  was  only  a  sailor  laddie, 
But  fearless,  courageous  and  brave  ; 
A  true  British  son,  undaunted, 

His  young  life  for  England,  he  gave. 

He  stood  through  the  whole  of  the  action, 

The  telepad  still  at  his  ear: — 
Receiving  the  orders  for  firing, 

He  knew  not  the  meaning  of  fear. 

Upholding  our  noble  traditions — 

The  gun's  crew  around  him  lay  dead  ; 

Himself  wounded,  sore — and  weary, 
The  deck  below  a  blood-red. 

We  are  proud  of  this  sailor  laddie 

Who  stuck  to  his  post  through  the  fray, 

Unflinchingly  doing  his  duty 
On  that  ever  memorable  day. 

What  a  thrilling  tale  of  devotion  ! 

This  brave-hearted  son  of  the  sea — 
A  pattern  of  pluck  to  each  British  lad, 

Boy  John  Travers  Cornwall,  V.C. 
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THE  AWAKENING  OF  THE  SOUL 

ONE  Sunday  evening  I  chanced  to  stray 
Where  the  rhododendron  and  lilac  spray, 
Hung  over  the  wall  at  the  churchyard  there, 
In  a  little  village  so  sweet  and  fair. 

I  lingered  there  in  the  waning  light, 
My  soul  was  thrilled  with  music  bright, 
As  I  heard  the  organ's  note  so  sweet 
I  moved  to  the  door  with  weary  feet. 

"  Hark,  hark  my  soul,"  it  was  the  hymn 
That  turned  my  heart  from  worldly  sin, 
In  that  little  church  to  me  so  dear, 
The  voices  were  so  rich  and  clear. 

I  entered  the  church  with  tear-dimmed  eye, 
And  sat  me  down  on  a  seat  near  by  ; 
I  bowed  my  head  in  earnest  prayer, 
Seeming  to  feel  God's  presence  there. 

My  heart  went  out  to  God  that  night, 
To  shed  on  me  the  guiding  light ; 
No  more  to  tread  the  path  alone, 
He  leads  me  to  the  heavenly  home. 
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THE  JUTLAND  BATTLE 

HAVE  you  ever  heard  the  story 
Of  the  thirty-first  of  May- 
How  the  glorious  British  Navy 
Kept  the  German  fleet  at  bay  ? 

Talk  about  the  "  Nelson  touch  " — 

Lift  your  hats  to  Jellicoe  ; 
Was  there  ever  greater  admiral 

Led  his  fleet  against  the  foe  ? 

Gallant  Beatty's  battle-cruisers, 
Facing  odds  at  three  to  one  ; 

Officers  and  men  uniting, 
Heroes,  every  Mother's  son. 

See  the  dauntless  Hood  is  leading 

His  division  to  the  fray, 
Till  his  ship  with  shell  is  riddled 

Brave  hearts  sleep  until  the  day. 

Yet  another  vessel  founders, 

With  her  goes  a  real  good  sort — 

"  Bobby  "  Arbuthnot  we  call  him, 
Great  in  battle,  great  in  sport. 

Listen  to  the  British  cheer, 

Jellicoe  has  come  at  last ; 
Now  the  tide  turns  with  a  vengeance, 

German  hopes  of  victory  past. 
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See  those  giant  British  warships 
Spitting  fire  from  every  gun  ; 

Now  the  German  ships  are  running 
Straight  for  harbour  every  one. 

Night  has  fallen  on  the  ocean, 
Still  we  chase  the  wily  Hun  ; 

Our  flotillas  are  attacking, 
And  their  deadly  work  begun. 

When  at  last  the  dawn  is  breaking, 

Not  a  German  ship  in  sight, 
But  the  sea  is  strewn  with  wreckage, 

Telling  of  that  stubborn  fight. 

How  we  mourn  those  gallant  comrades, 
Gone  for  ever  'neath  the  wave, 

They  have  died  for  Britain's  honour, 
Readily  their  lives  they  gave. 

When  the  cruel  war  is  over, 

And  of  peace  once  more  we  hear, 

Should  you  meet  a  gallant  sailor, 
Do  not  pass  him  with  a  sneer. 

Think  of  all  he  did  for  you, 

How  he  toiled  both  night  and  day, 

And  the  German  fleet  defeated 
On  the  thirty-first  of  May. 
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WE  ARE  NOT  WORTHY  OF  THEE 

AS  swiftly  flows  the  sands  of  time, 
We,  Thy  great  love  forgetting, 
Nor  worship  at  the  holy  shrine, 
But  Satan's  work  abetting. 

Christians  in  name,  not  heart,  are  we, 
Unworthy  of  Thy  kindness  ; 

We  claim  Thy  love  unworthily, 
So  fickle  in  our  blindness. 

We  stoop  to  low  and  foul  misdeeds, 
That  can  bring  nought  but  sadness  ; 

We  follow  not  the  path  that  leads 
To  everlasting  gladness. 

Oh,  loving  Master,  hear  our  prayer, 

To  Thee  who  failest  never, 
That  we  may  rest  with  Thee  up  there, 

And  sing  Thy  praise  for  ever. 
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THE  LOSS  OF  THE  "  VANGUARD  " 

{To  the  memory  of  those  who  lost  their  lives  in  the 
ship,  July  gth,  1917.) 

THE  sea  was  as  calm  as  a  mill-pond  ; 
The  vessel  at  anchor  lay  ; 
The  crew  in  silence  slumb'ring, 
Till  the  dawn  of  another  day. 

A  noise  like  a  clap  of  thunder, 

A  flash  lights  up  the  night ; 
'Mid  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  fire 

She  disappears  from  sight. 

It  happened  all  in  a  minute, 

Those  hearts  so  true  and  brave  ; 

Gone  in  the  ship  they  loved  so  well, 
Beneath  the  ocean  wave. 

Our  boats  were  manned  right  willing, 

We  pulled  across  the  wave  ; 
Hoping  that  we  should  be  in  time, 

Some  gallant  lad  to  save. 

Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sorrow, 

No  sign  of  life  found  we  ; 
We  thought  of  comrades  we  had  known, 

But  now  no  more  should  see. 
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No  more  they  plough  the  ocean, 

Those  gallant  British  sons  ; 
Each  one  has  found  a  hero's  grave, 

Far  from  the  sound  of  guns. 

Can  we  forget  their  loved  ones  ? 

God,  what  a  bitter  blow  ! 
May  Heaven  bless  and  comfort  them 

Wherever  they  may  go. 

We  know,  Lord,  Thou  wilt  help  them, 

Be  ever  near  their  side  ; 
Grant  they  may  meet  their  loved  ones 

When  they  cross  the  great  divide. 

Pay  homage  to  their  memory, 
Those  sailors  staunch  and  true  ; 

They  paid  the  price  for  freedom's  cause, 
All  British  through  and  through. 
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"  THE  SEA  IS  HIS  ...  .  " 

THE  wide  expanse  of  sea  whereon  we  sail, 
Fraught  with  hidden  dangers  every  day  ; 
Great  God  of  Heaven  who  madest  man  so  frail, 
Thou,  only  Thou,  canst  guide  us  on  our  way. 

When  the  winds  blow  and  angry  billows  roll, 
And  our  sinful  hearts  are  troubled  sore, 

Be  near  us,  Lord,  Thy  presence  will  console  ; 
Bless  us,  and  blessing,  leave  us  nevermore. 

Leaning  on  Thee — and  blessed  with  Thy  dear 
love — 
Our  footsteps  guided  by  the  Light  Divine, 
Grant  us  a  home  with  Thee  in  Heaven  above, 
Where   Angels   round   Thy  throne   of  Glory 
shine. 

Thy  loving  kindness  to  us — one  and  all, 

Oft-times  we  leave  the  straight  path  and  for- 
get ; 
Hold  Thou  us  up  else  we  must  surely  fall, 
We  know,  dear  Lord,  that  Thou  art  with  us 
yet. 

Wonderful  works  of  Thine  each  day  we  see, 
Nought  but  Thy  power  can  stem  the  battle 
tide  ; 

Father  in  Heaven  grant  us  the  Victory — 
King  of  all  Kings  be  ever  near  our  side. 
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Bless  Thou  our  arms  whene'er  we  meet  the  foe, 
Give  us  the  strength  and  courage  to  endure  ; 

Be  with  this  fleet  wherever  we  may  go, 

May  every  thought  of  ours  be  good  and  pure. 

When  in  Thine  own  good  time  the  war  shall 

end, 
And    our    grateful    thanks    in    prayer    to    Thee 

ascend  ; 
Maker  Supreme  !  who  made  the  storm  to  cease, 
Grant  us,  we  pray,  an  everlasting  peace. 
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SWEET  CARNATIONS 

BEAUTIFUL  flower  with  petals  so  sweet, 
Radiant     with     fragrance      the    morning 
you  greet ; 
Wafting  your  scent  in  the  fair  summer  breeze, 
Your  fairy  like  grandeur  could  not  fail  to  please. 

Roses  and  violets  or  orchids  so  rare — 
With  your  glorious  blossoms  cannot  compare  ; 
Dear  little  flower,  so  pleasant  to  see, 
Pride  of  the  garden  you  always  will  be. 

Many  a  fair  lady's  dress  you  adorn 

Till  you  drop  to  the  ground — all  tattered  and 

torn  ; 
Your  life,  though  short,  is  a  dream  of  delight, 
And  many's  the  home  by  your  presence  made 

bright. 


You  greet  me  each  morning,  so  loving  and  true, 
As  I  sip  from  your  petals  the  sweet  morning 

dew  ; 
I  fondly  caress  you  with  rapture  divine, 
For  I  love  you  always  because  you  are  mine. 


Nature  endows  you  with  wonderful  grace, 
With  always  a  smile  on  your  beautiful  face  ; 
Charming  you  look  with  your  various  hues, 
Bewitching  and  lovely  whenever  you  choose. 
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There  in  the  sunshine  you  look  at  your  best, 
Drooping  your  head  as  the  sun  sinks  to  rest ; 
I  know  that  you'll  wake  in  the  grey  morning 

light, 
So,  dear  little  flower,  good- night !  good- night  ! 
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AFTER  THREE  YEARS  ! 

THREE  long  years  have  passed  away 
Since  that  ever  fateful  day  ; 
Still  we  hear  the  sound  of  guns, 
Britain's  gallant  soldier  sons, 
And  her  sailors  on  the  sea 
Strive  to  bring  the  victory. 
Many  gallant  hearts  are  stilled, 
Many  noble  deeds  have  thrilled  ; 
Widows  mourn  their  husbands  brave 
Sleeping  in  a  hero's  grave. 
Many  towns  laid  waste  by  war 
Where  the  shot  and  shell  have  tore. 
Children  murdered  by  the  score  ; 
Germans  wallow  in  their  gore. 
Women  torn  from  house  and  home, 
Lone  and  destitute  to  roam  ; 
God  has  heard  their  mournful  cry, 
Vengeance  comes  from  Him  on  high. 
His,  the  hand  to  smite  the  foe, 
He  will  cause  their  overthrow, 
He  alone  shall  bring  us  peace 
When  the  cruel  war  shall  cease. 
"God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  ' 
Shield  us  through  the  coming  years. 
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A  SAILOR  ON  LEAVE 

AS  he  strolls  down  the  Strand 
With  heart  free  from  care  ; 
His  trousers  so  baggy — 
Enough  and  to  spare 
To  make  a  new  costume 
For  his  lady  fair  : 
He's  a  sailor  in  Blighty  on  leave. 

Though  sometimes  he  grouses, 
If  things  should  go  wrong, 
And  hopes  that  the  war 
Will  end  before  long  ; 
No  matter  when  working, 
He's  humming  a  song — 
This  sailor  in  Blighty  on  leave. 

And  he's  always  ready 

His  duty  to  do, 

And  does  it  right  willing 

With  heart  staunch  and  true  ; 

No  matter  what  happens 

He'll  see  the  thing  through — 

This  sailor  in  Blighty  on  leave. 
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THE  TROUBLED  MIND 

OFT-TIMES  the  mind  is  troubled  sore, 
Oft-times  the  spirit's  low  ; 
My  only  hope — my  guiding  star — 
The  Master  loves  me  so. 

My  faltering  footsteps  often  stray 

Into  the  tempter's  snare  ; 
And  yet  I  know,  dear  Lord,  that  Thou 

Art  with  me  everywhere. 

Sometimes  the  world  seems  dark  and  drear, 

The  day  to  me  as  night  ; 
Although  my  heart  is  weak  and  faint, 

I  see  Thy  guiding  light. 

My  sinful  heart  cries  out  to  Thee, 

When  I  am  sorely  tried  ; 
I  do  not  fear  to  tread  the  path 

When  Thou  art  by  my  side. 

How  often,  Lord,  do  I  blaspheme, 

The  Name  to  me  so  dear  ; 
My  conscience  pricks — I  hear  Thy  voice, 

And  know  that  Thou  art  near. 

Shed  Thou  the  light  on  me  and  mine, 

And  leave  us  not  alone  ; 
Who,  Lord,  but  Thou  canst  light  the  lamp* 

That  leads  the  wanderer  home  ? 
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Give  me  the  strength  to  worship  Thee, 
And  love  Thee  more  and  more  ; 

That  when  Thy  voice  shall  call  me  home 
My  soul  shall  heavenward  soar. 
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THE  SAILOR'S  FAREWELL 

A  SAILOR  was  bidding  his  sweetheart  good- 
bye, 
By  the  light  of  the  silvery  moon  ; 
He  tried  to  console  her,  and  whispered,"  don't 
cry, 
I  shall  come  back  to  you  very  soon  !  " 

He  talked  of  the  future,  and  that  happy  day, 
When  he'd  return  to  make  her  his  wife  ; 

But  her  heart  it  was  sore,  he  was  off  to  the  war, 
To  fight  'mid  the  din  and  the  strife. 

As  he  stood  with  his  sweetheart  clasped  to  his 
breast, 

And  told  her  of  love  fond  and  true  ; 
She  murmured,  "  my  darling,  whate'er  betide, 

I  shall  think  of  my  brave  boy  in  blue  !  " 

They  part  at  the  gate  with  a  fond,  loving  kiss, 

She  watches  her  boy  out  of  sight  ; 
Alas  !  never  more  would  she  see  his  dear  face, 

For  he  fell  in  the  great  North  Sea  fight. 
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THE  WANDERER'S  RETURN 

HE  walked  with  ever  increasing  pace, 
With  a  happy  smile  on  his  sunburnt  face  ; 
Returning  to  those  whom  he  loved  so  dear, 
After  many  and  many  a  weary  year. 

Though  footsore  and  weary  he  whistled  a  tune, 
As  he  wended  his  way  in  the  gathering  gloom  ; 
He  thought  of  his  parents — old  and  grey, 
Vowing  no  more  from  their  side  he'd  stray. 

Fond  Mother  and  Father  sit  by  the  fire, 
Thinking  of  him — their  hearts'  desire  ; 
Wondering  if  ever  his  face  they  would  see, 
Ere  they  passed  through  the  gates  of  eternity. 

His  toys  still  lay  in  a  box  on  the  floor, 
They  picture  him  as  a  boy  once  more  ; 
With  his  dimpled  face  and  his  curly  head, 
Lisping  his  prayers  ere  he  went  to  bed. 

The  boy  had  grown  up  in  his  beautiful  home, 
Until  one  day  he  longed  to  roam  ; 
Leaving  his  loved  ones  with  never  a  word, 
Of  his  whereabouts  neither  had  ever  heard. 

Their  hearts  grew  sad  as  the  years  passed  by, 
Oft-times  they  prayed  for  their  darling  boy — 
"  O  God,  bring  him  safely  back  to  our  side  ; 
Thine  is  the  Hand  that  is  ready  to  guide." 
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While  they  picture  him  away  o'er  the  foam, 
He  comes  at  last  to  his  native  home  ; 
They  hear  his  footsteps,  a  knock  at  the  door  ; 
The  wandering  boy  returns  once  more. 

He  clasps  his  Mother  in  fond  embrace, 
And  covers  with  kisses  the  dear  old  face  ; 
The  Father  looks  on  with  tear  dimmed  eye, 
Rendering  thanks  to  God  on  high. 
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HE    GIVES    OUR    DAILY    BREAD 

GOD'S  nature  around  us,  so  lovely  and  bright, 
Lit  up  by  the  rays  of  the  sun's  glorious  light ; 
The  ears  of  corn  ripened  by  His  loving  hand, 
Come,  Lord  of  the  harvest,  and  bless  Thou  our 
land. 

For  we,  Thy  frail  children,  how  frail  Thou  dost 

know, 
War  stricken  and  weary  we  reel  from  the  blow  ; 
And  pray  Thee,  dear  Master,  whose  name  we 

adore, 
For  a  plentiful  harvest  for  our  winter's  store. 

We  thank  Thee,  our  Father,  for  all  Thy  great 

love 
And  blessings  Thou  showerest  on  us  from  above  ; 
In  these  times  of  trouble,  oh,  hear  Thee  our  cry, 
Shine  on  us  the  light  from  Thy  beacon  on  high. 

The  earth  with  the  thunder  of  guns  now  is  riven, 
The  noise  of  the  battle  ascends  to  the  heaven  ; 
Come,  Rock  of  the  Empire,  whose  sons  look  to 

Thee, 
Be  with  us  in  battle,  on  land  or  on  sea. 
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WAR 

HEARKEN  to  the  sound  of  guns 
Wafted  on  the  Summer  air  ; 
Rouse,  ye  Britain's  gallant  sons, 
There's  no  time  to  spare. 

Muster  to  the  colours  now, 

Look  to  Him,  who  man  designed, 

Leave  the  mansion,  leave  the  plough, 
With  a  cheerful  mind. 

Join  your  brothers  out  in  France, 
Bayonets  flashing  in  the  sun  ; 

Wield  the  sabre,  wield  the  lance 
Till  the  fight  is  won. 

See  the  golden  ears  of  corn, 
Tracts  of  sunny  pasture  land, 

Now  of  all  its  beauty  shorn 
By  the  tyrant's  hand. 

Onward  through  the  leafy  glades, 
Silvery  moon  has  shed  her  rays, 

Lighting  up  the  gleaming  blades 
As  the  battle  sways. 

Bury  ye  the  honoured  dead 
With  a  silent  prayer  to  God, 

Lay  them  in  their  clayey  bed 
'Neath  the  bloody  sod. 
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On  again  to  meet  the  foe 
As  the  sun  shines  out  above, 

God  is  with  us  yet  we  know, 
With  His  perfect  love. 

Where  the  old  Cathedral  spire 
Once  in  all  its  glory  stood, 

Now  a  mass  of  flaming  fire, 
Heaps  of  charred  wood. 

Kaiser's  hirelings  devastate 
Humble  cot  or  mansion  fair, 

Banefully  with  hunnish  hate, 
Leaving  all  things  bare. 

Heeding  not  the  laws  of  God, 

You  who  His  good  works  profane. 

Wielding  Armageddon's  rod 
With  blood-lust  insane. 

Dastard,  lying,  slanderer  thou, 
You  who  break  God's  holy  laws  ; 

Sin  lies  heavy  on  your  brow, 
Vengeance  slowly  falls. 

From  your  pedestal  to  fall, 
Like  the  petals  from  a  flower, 

Though  your  deeds  the  world  appal » 
Right  shall  crush  your  power. 


63 


Freedom's  worthy  champions  we 

E'er  guided  by  the  Light, 
Always  shall  our  motto  be  : — 

"  God  defend  the  right." 

Ruthlessly  they  violate 
Proud,  heroic  Belgium's  land, 

She  her  right  to  demonstrate, 
Scorns  the  mailed  hand. 

Brothers  with  one  faith,  one  creed, 
Though  the  reckoning  be  chaste, 

Bitter  as  a  bitter  weed 
To  His  fiendish  taste. 

He  is  of  the  baser  kind, 

Cultivating  greed  and  lust, 
Morals  scattered  to  the  wind 

Like  a  cloud  of  dust. 

Gallant  hearts  that  know  no  fear 
Thrust  him  with  unerring  arm, 

He  retreats  in  wild  career 
Right  across  the  Marne. 

See  our  soldiers  march  along 

Through  the  mist  and  rain  and  sleet, 
All  join  in  a  cheery  song. 

To  the  tramp  of  feet 
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On  again  to  find  the  mark, 

Thrust  for  thrust,  and  blow  for  blow, 
Comrades  lying  stiff  and  stark 

'Mid  the  Winter's  snow. 

'Mid  the  thunder  of  the  guns, 
Gallant  hearts  so  gay  and  free, 

Truly  they  are  Freedom's  sons 
Fighting  gallantly. 

In  the  trenches  thick  with  mud, 
And  their  clothes  all  soaking  wet, 

Listening  to  the  bullets'  thud 
'Gainst  the  parapet. 

In  the  dim,  uncertain  light, 

Walks  the  sentry,  gun  in  hand  ; 

Star  shells  lighting  up  the  night 
Over  No  Man's  Land. 

Far  and  wide  upon  the  sea 

British  Tars,  with  hearts  of  oak, 

Do  their  work  admirably, 
Scorning  Foreign  yoke. 

Way  in  far  Gallipoli, 

Where  the  Teuton  and  the  Turk 
Carry  on  relentlessly 

Their  Satanic  work. 
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There,  from  Achi  Baba's  Hill, 
Far  as  human  eye  can  reach, 

Storming  with  an  iron  will 
Suvla's  sandy  beach. 

Britain's  soldiers  sorely  tried, 
In  that  fever-stricken  land, 

Where  the  lurking  foemen  hide 
From  the  avenging  hand. 

Out  in  snow-clad  Flanders  there, 
Dreams  the  soldier  of  his  home, 

Or  perchance  his  sweetheart  fair 
Far  across  the  foam. 

Comes  the  news  from  those  at  home, 
England's  greatest  soldier  dies, 

Far  beneath  the  seething  foam 
Peacefully  he  lies. 

He  who  died  so  gallantly, 

Dauntless  soldier,  true  and  brave, 
In  the  cause  of  Liberty. 

Found  a  sailor's  grave. 

Joyful  Christmas  bells  ring  out, 
'Tis  the  birth  of  Christ  above, 

But  the  old  familar  shout 
Missed  by  those  we  love. 
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Led  by  Holy  influence, 

Reparation  our  desire, 
Though  the  battle  rage  intense 

God  our  hearts  inspire. 

Lowly  now  the  knee  we  bend 
In  the  twilight  on  the  sward, 

And  our  grateful  thanks  ascend 
To  our  gracious  Lord. 

Wrecked,  by  War's  unlovely  hand, 
Lands  that  once  were  fair  to  see, 

Town  and  City  once  so  grand, 
Steeped  in  misery. 

Shall  we  think  the  price  too  great 
That  we  pay  in  Freedom's  cause, 

Can  we  see  them  violate 
God's  most  holy  laws  ? 

Here  a  mother  lays  inert 
With  a  baby  at  her  breast, 

'Mid  the  foulest  grime  and  dirt, 
Peacefullv  at  rest. 

God  has  heard  their  anguished  cry, 
He's  with  them  in  their  grief, 

He  shall  wither  you,  to  die 
Like  an  aspen  leaf. 
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Hearts  grow  sad  and  eyes  grow  dim 
As  we  look  upon  the  dead, 

War's  reality  so  grim 

Snaps  the  human  thread. 

Surely  this  is  but  a  dream 
Borne  to  us  on  fancy's  wing  ; 

Wild  flowers  in  the  sunlight  gleam, 
While  the  sweet  birds  sing. 

Fording  brook  and  swollen  stream, 
Passing  ruined  farm  and  fane, 

Silent  witnesses  they  gleam, 
Monuments  of  shame. 

Shells  are  screaming  overhead, 
And  the  bullets  fall  like  rain, 

While  the  life-stream  trickles  red 
In  the  track  of  pain. 

Inhuman  fiend,  loathsome  beast, 
Boasting  of  your  deeds  of  shame, 

Scorning  in  your  drunken  feast 
Great  Jehovah's  Name. 

Boastful  tyrant,  thou  art  vain, 
Reflect  'ere  God  smite  you  sore, 

For  the  thousands  foully  slain 
In  this  cruel  war. 
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Thrust  him  back  o'er  hill  and  plain, 
Blasted  now  his  cunning  lore, 

Thrust  him  back  with  might  and  main, 
Till  the  strife  is  o'er. 

Until  all  his  race  be  run, 

Till  he  sees  his  ghastly  sin 
Like  the  heat  of  tropic  sun, 

Burning  deep  within. 

Onward  to  the  charge  we  go, 
Through  the  wire  entanglement, 

Rushing  on  the  lurking  foe 
As  with  one  intent. 

Grieving  for  a  comrade  dead, 

Our  determined  faces  set, 
And  the  foeman's  blood  gleams  red 

On  the  bayonet. 

Martyred  souls  thus  find  a  rest, 
And  their  passing  sweet  indeed, 

Lying  peaceful  heaven  blessed, 
On  the  dewy  mead. 

Gone  for  aye  beyond  the  strife 

To  the  happy  Land  above, 
Soaring  to  a  better  life, 

And  the  Master's  Love. 
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For  those  souls  who  passed  away, 
We  His  loving  mercy  crave, 

Sleeping  till  the  Judgment  Day 
In  a  nameless  grave. 

We  shall  strike  a  deadlier  blow, 
'Ere  the  victory  be  won, 

Hear  the  heavenly  whisper  low  : — 
"  Freedom's  sons,  well  done." 
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ENGLAND,  REMEMBER  ! 

ENGLAND,  remember  those  heroes, 
Who  fought  'mid  the  din  and  the  strife, 
They  have  given  their  all  for  the  country, 
Some  yet  in  the  prime  of  their  life. 

Remember  their  wives  and  children, 
The  breadwinner  gone  from  their  side  ; 

Receiving  a  meagre  pittance 

For  the  loved  one  who  so  nobly  died. 

Hundreds  are  maimed  and  crippled, 
In  the  fight  for  freedom  and  right, 

While  someone  is  constantly  toiling, 

To  make  their  lives  cheerful  and  bright. 

A  fond  Mother  toils  for  her  dear  one — 
He  shattered  and  broken  in  war — 

Unselfish  and  loving  as  ever, 

What  can  a  fond  Mother  do  more  ? 

And  many  a  brave  heart  is  sleeping 
In  a  grave  far  away  o'er  the  foam  ; 

They  are  gone,  but  not  forgotten 

By  someone  who  mourns  them  at  home. 

Your  sailors  and  soldiers  are  fighting, 

For  a  just  and  righteous  cause. 
'Gainst  a  cunning,  relentless  enemy, 

Who  has  broken  all  Christian  laws. 

7i 


The  Union  Jack  of  old  England 
Floats  proudly  as  ever  of  yore, 

Nor  shall  we  think  to  sheathe  the  sword 
Till  Attila's  reign  is  o'er. 

England,  remember  those  heroes — 
Who  with  their  lives  paid  the  price. 

Can  you  forget  your  gallant  sons 
Who  made  such  a  sacrifice  ? 
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